The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Then be m/paffioiis bo. to.nl clTc with them, 

Marcus, But yet let reafon gouerne thy l.iment, 

T it us. If there were realon for thcfc mifcrics, 

Then into limits could I bindcmy woes: 

Whenheaucn doth weep e, doth not the earth orcflow? 
If the winds rage, doth not tbefeawaxemad, 

Thr earning the welkin with his bigfwolne face! 

A nd wilt thou hauc a reafon for this coile? 

I am the fea. Harkehowherfighs doth flow: 

Shec is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 

Then muftmy fea be mooucd with her fighs. 

Then muff my earth with her continuall tcares. 

Become a deluge : ouerfl owed and drownd: 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mull I vomit them* 

Then giuc meleaue,forloofeis will hauc lcaue, 

So cafe their ftomacks with their bitter tongues, 

Enter 4 mtjfeHgtr with twt heads and a band. 

Mej (fengtr. VV orthy Anirsnicus thou repaid, 

for that good hand thou fen eft the Empcrour: 

Hereare thcheadsof thytwoNoblefonucs, 

And heres thyhandinfeorne to theefentbacke: 

Thy griefe, their fports : Thy re folution raocktt 
That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my fathers death. 

Marcus. Now let hotc jEtna coole in Cycililj 
And be myhartan euerburning hell: 

Thefe miferies at emorc than may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepedoth eafefome deale, 
But forrow flowted at,is double death. 

Lucius. Ah thatthisfightftiouldmakcfo deepea wound 
And yet detefted life not flirinke thereat: 

That eucr death fhou’d let life bears his name, 
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of Titus Andronicus. 

yY here life hat h no more inter eft but to breath, 

Marcus. Alas poore hart, that kiffe is comfortlefTc, - 
As frozen water to a ftarued finake. 

Titus, VVhenwill this fearcfull flumbcrhaucan cnd> 
Mar, Now farewell flattrie.die tsfndrtKicus, 
ihoudoft not Humber, fee thy two fonnes heads, 

Tby warlike hand, rhy mangled Daughter heere: 

T [iy other banilht fonne withthis deerc fight, 

Strucke pa!e;mdblood!efie,and thy brother I, 

Jucnlikc a ftony image cold and numme. 

Ah no w no more will I controwle thy greefes. 

Rent off thy filuet hairc, thy other hand, 
Gnawingwiththy teeth, and bcthisdifmall fight 
The clofingvp of our moft wretched eies: 

Now is a time to ftorme, why art thou ftill? 

Titus, Ha,ha,ha. 

sJM. Why doft thou laugh? It fits not with this houre, 
Titus, VVhy.I hauc not another teare to fheth, 
Befidesthis fonrowis anenemic, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watric eies. 

And make them blindc with tributarie tearcs. 

Then which way fhall I find Rcuenges Caue, 

For thefe two heads doe feeme to fp cake to mce 
And threat me, Ifhallneuercomctoblifie, 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be retumd againc, 

Euen in their throats that hath commitcd them* 

Come let me fee what taskc I hauc to doe, 

You heauic people cirkle m e about. 

Thatlmay turnc mee to each one ofyou, 
and fweare vnto my foule to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made. Come brother take a head. 

And in this h and th e oth er will I bcare* 

And Lauiuia thou {halt b c imploy de in thefe Arm es, 
Bearethou my hand fwcet wench hetweene thy teeth: 
Asfor thee boy, eoc get theefrom my fight, 
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